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and requiring their observance in the debates, which
echoed the grave political questions of the day.
There was no lecturing system, and there was no
such thing known as coaching; and the recitations
consisted, like those in the juvenile schools, in an-
swering questions taken from the lesson in standard
textbooks, and called out no special abilities in the
students which could distinguish the men of mark
from the merest bookworms. There were men who
never read the lesson and depended on being
prompted by a friend. One of these derelicts, the
son of a famous brewer, gave us a laugh which no
member of the class can have forgotten. He was
known for drinking enormous quantities of his
father's beer and sleeping even in class; and when
the question put him was, " Who was the reputed
inventor of poetry amongst the Greeks ?" he had
no answer till the man behind him whispered, " Or-
pheus." He caught it badly, and roared, " Mor-
pheus." The laugh that followed stopped recitation
for ten minutes. A laugh in a large class had a
curious way of going on indefinitely.

Until we reached the senior year, and came under
the direct care of the old doctor, there was nothing
in the course to awaken special ambitions. The
honors, determined chiefly by the marks given at
the end of the term, being mainly the reward of a
diligence rather stupid than otherwise, as a rule
were regarded with great indifference, and, for the
most part, fell to the men who " poled " most assidu-
ously, and got the best marks for attention, dili-ing the rules of the respective branches of Congress,lar hours. I
